THE    MEMOIRS    OF
and swear that you have come to eat her out of house and
home.'
Rashleigh saw clearly from this talk that there was nothing
enviable about the place to which he was assigned, and was
about to leave the group of jeering fellows, when one of them
offered him a drink out of a mug he held out to him.
'Don't take it too serious/ he said in a friendly tone, *it
isn't quite as bad as they make out. Take a drop of this, for
of that you won't have the chance again very soon. Now, you
see them slip rails? Well, you must turn down a road that
leads through them until you come to a farm you'll see in a
cleared bottom. Inquire there and they will tell you the way
to Bob's/
Rashleigh took a swig at the mug and, thanking the man,
managed to find his way to Bob Arlack's farm. Even at a
first glance he realized how fantastic had been his hope of
the morning. In one corner about ten acres of straggling
maize was striving to hold its own with the weeds which
grew more plentifully than the grain, and it seemed that the
rest of the cleared land had been given over entirely to the
weeds. The fencing of the paddock was in the last stage of
disrepair, and could no longer serve to keep out animal or
beast. Rashleigh, full of misgiving, made his way down a
narrow path towards the cluster of huts at the farther end of
the clearing, and his drooping spirits sank lower at a nearer
view of his new home*
The principal dwelling of the Arlacks touched the nadir
of even Australian architecture of that day, in sheer ugliness
and shapelessness. Crude props shored up the leaning walls,
gaping holes showed in the barked roof, and the walls were
unsightly with gaps between the timbers, half-stopped up
with dirty plaster and mud.
As he reached the threshold a flock of scraggy fowls flut-